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A WORD ABOUT PERFUMES.

Pome Pleaxe the Senses. But Don’t
Help the Nerves,

One of the best remedies for a sallow
or “muddy” complexion is a generous
diet of fruit. Many kinds of fruit pos-
sesses wonderful powers of clearing
the skin and giving it a translucent ap-
pearance. A celebrated skin specialist
once said that several sound, ripe ap-
ples eaten daily would beautify the
skin when local applications had proved
useless. As a matter of fact a torpid
liver is frequently the immediate cause
of skin troubles, and the juice of ap-
ples, containing as it does a valuable
acid, acts upon the liver, and helps the
digestive organs to work properly.
Among the most valuable fruits, the
daily use of which helps to improve the
complexion, may be mentioned oranges,
tamarinds, nectarines, peaches, plums,
blackberries, pears, medlars, black cur-
rants, strawberries, gooseberries, red
and white currants, lemons, limes, and

THE RHYTHM OF THE RAIN.

I sit beside the flickering fire and listen
to the rain,

Which beats its solemn rhythmic march
upon my window pane;

A dull and dismal monotone, but in its
mufiled tune

Weird voices whispering of the past run
softly through its rune;

And somehow as familiar tones are thus
conveyed to me,

Loved faces from the shadow land within
the room 1 see.

They come and go within the glow of my
declining fire,

The ones who for long years on earth ful-
filled my heart's desire;

An aged mother’s gentle face in halo made
of smiles,

Whose memory still keeps far all sin which
injures or defiles:

Though now the coffin’s lid shields her from
earthly ill and care,

Her voice comes back in accents sweet
and bids her boy beware.

Near her a father’s kindly face and grave
buat loving voice,

With friends long gone who come again
to solace and rejoice,

Whose presence seems here to diffuse a
blessing for thelr friend,

Whose kindly smiles and gracious words
with love in blessing blend;

Red embers burning low as though love's
genial altafr fires,

The raindrops marking time with beat
which never flags or tires.

At such times come to seeing souls the
spirits of the past,
The memories oft by daylight cares and

—most valnable of all—apples.

An excellent antiseptic wash for the |
:eeth, which also acts as an astringent |
if the gums are spongy and unhealthy, .
is composed of tannin, half a drachm; |
tineture of myrrh, five fluid drachms; l
spirits of horseradish, two ounces; |
tineture of tolu, two fluid druchms.l
Add a teaspoonful of this mixture to 2
rumblerful of cold or tepid water, and |
well brush the teeth, afterward thor- |
oughly rinsing the mouth out with it. !
Another capital astringent and nuti-%
septic mouth wash is made by simply 1
adding three drops of oil of eucalyptus
to a tumblerful of water.

Here are two old-fashioned recipes
for homemade teilet waters for adding
to the baths. For violet water put a'[
quarter of a pound of freshly-picked
violets, together with their weight of
pure alcohol, into a large bottle, cork
and shake the bottle every day for one |
week: then add half a pint of distilled |
water: filter and bottle for use. Lav-/|
ender toilet water may be made by |
steeping, for one hour, over a slow fire, |
in a covered farina boiler, one pmmd‘
of fresh lavender flowers in one pint of |
water. On its removal from the fire
add two quarts of aleohol, filter and
keep in a closely-stoppered bottle for
use.

The perfumes which are most agree-
able to the senses are not always the |
most helpful {u the nerves. Ambergris, |
for instance, is positively offensive to
many, yet it is said to possess the virtue |
of clearing the brain and driving away |
those evil spirits known as the “blues.” |
A faint odor of musk acts as a tonie. |
while civet brings drowsiness of soul, |
for which the best antidote is the pun-
gent odor of sandalwood. The fra-
grance of citron and aloewood is as
soothing to nervous people as far-off
music. Many perfumes delightful in
the open air become particularly disa-
greeable in a close room. A whole even-
ing can be spoiled by the presence of
tuberoses or lilies in a reception-room. |
Their strong fragrance causes a feel-!
ing of faintness, There are many
fragrant flowers, such as carnation,
clovepink, sweetbriar and apple-blos-

som. that are as beneficial as they :n'(-'l

scented. A wvivid
nearly always bracing, while a subitle
one is generally enervaiing. One may
become positively intoxieated through
inhaling the odor of the peach, almond,
wild cherry, and other blossoms of the

sweel

same class, because they all contain o |
suggestion of prussic :l('id.—-];(lntll)n\

fady.

BETTER THAN THE BEST HOTEL.l! folding doors, T think, on the night of
| the murder, were pushed back and the
ThagHumblest Home Isa Million Times |

Better Than the Finest Hoiel,
Home life cements the love of hus
band and wife: other modes of livine

™
often looseu the tie. Nor does the ques.

tion of expense excuse the not having |

of one's own home. A home is not, of ne-

vessity, a palace. The humblest cottagy |

ie a million times better than the most
laxurions hotel ever planned by e
hands of man. In the one happiness is
probable: in the other it is just possible
We can ialk all we choose about mar-

ried happiacess: that it, after all, rests |

solely betwecn two people, and that it
makes no difference where they live
That is very good as a theory. Bul
thousands of instances prove the con
trary: that the theory will not work out
in practice. lappiness depends upoi
the growth of the people who are parts
of it. Teople who stop and stagnate
are never bappy. Trae  happiness
thrives on what it feeds upon. Let
stagnation enter into two lives, and
happiness becomes stagnant and un
healthy. DPut let our lives be filled with
contentment, with domestic pleasure,
with that germ of evolution whieh
sgprings from the hearthstone, and the
happiness which springs from thosc
eiements is purer, sweeter and more
satisfying to our natures, our mind:
and our souls. A man and wife were
made to abide together in inseparable
lives, and as uew elements come into
that union to sweeten and hallow it,
the abiding place should be some little
place, some corner in this big world
which they can call their own, their

very own, where everything urnumli

them speaks of the husband's energy
and the wife's achievement.
home.— Edward W. Bok, in
Home Journal. '

Ladies'

—Only four of the 12 coruer losts in
Tremont sireet, Boston, between Scol-
lay square aund Boylston street, have
changed owners in 40 years. One of the
four was sold a few days ago for a price
stated as more than $150,000 and less
than $200,000. Tts assessed valuation
i® $122000. It had been owned by the
Lowell family since 1811.

—Convicts in the penitentiary at
Boise, ldaho, have organized two base-
sall teams, and are permitted to play
Jo Saturday afternoous.

perfume isi Now we are ready for the test. Ah!"—

That is |

stern work overcast;

The forms which touch us not at all in toil-
some garish day,

The gentler thoughts in business hours as
shy and sweet as they:

But when the twilight shadows vell day’s
worry, fret and rush,

Chosts march timed by the rain's tattoo
through evening's restful hush.

' How sweet sometimes to rest at eve, to

hold this glad commune,

With rhythmic rain and rhythmic thought,
and gentlest hours in tune;

Our better selves thus touching souls which
long since went away,

o leave us none we loved with quite so
true a trust as they;

| And so when embers turn to gold and rest

replaces pain,
Our eves close to the ills of life, our weary
souls are fain
To welcome those whose tones blend with
the rhythm of the rain.
I. EDGAR JONES.

From Clue to Climax.

BY WILL N. HARBEN,

[Copyright 1896, by J. B. Lippincott Co.]
CHAPTER XI.—CONTINUED.
Slowly and cautiously they descended
the stairs. At Whidby’s door the hypno-
tiststopped, held up his hand warningly,
bent his body forward, and stood mo-
tionless for about two minutes. War-

| renton did not know whether he was

listening for a sound within or concen-

| trating his hypnotic power on Whidby.

In the dim moonlight that fell through
the frosted glass of the front door, the
colonel could see the doctor’s forehead

| was wrinkled, and his massive brows

drawn together. Then the hypnotist
stood erect, took a deep, full breath, and
»aid: *‘He's all right now; come in.”
He turned the doorknob and entered.
Whidby was lying on his side. In the
white light from without, his face
looked pale and thin. The doctor bent
over him and said, softly, but impera-
tively: *“Sleep! sleep! you are sleeping

( now deeper and deeper. Ah, there you

go!"™ Then, to the great astonishment

of the colonel, he turned, laughed aloud,

and spoke to him in an ordinary tone.
“Good! so far it could pot be better.

as he noticed the colonel's start—*“you
need not be afraid of his hearing us; he
is as far away as if he were dead. See.”
—the hypnotist chuckled with satis-
faction as he pointed to the blood-
stained chair near the bed and Whidby’s
shirt upon it-—*see, he has followed my
instructions to the letter. Good! The

curtains hung between; is that not so?”

i “‘-03.“

“All right.,” The hypnotist slid the
| doors apart, and released the portiere
| from the holders on each side. “Now
for your role, and then we will begin.
It may not be very pleasant for you, but
vou will oblige me if you will lie down
in the bed in the next room in the same
position as that in which they found the
dead man.”

Warrenton stared; then he laughed
awkwardly, and said:

“All right: I am at your service.”

. “Whidby won't hurt you, I give yon
ny word,” said the doctor. “Take off your
coat and throw down your suspenders-—
so. Now off with that collar and cravat,
and turn the shirt under at the neck,
this way. 1 would have asked you to
wear a night shirt, but I was afraid
you'd catch cold.”

| The colonel took off his slippers,
turned down the sheets, and got into

, Lhe bed, lying on his side with his face

| to the window.

I “Was that Strong’s position?” asked
the hypnotist. i

*As nearly as I can remember.”
|  *All right. Now let me cover vou—
| so. Now watch Whidby, and don't stir
f he comes to you—not even if he

touches you rather forcibly. I assure

' you he won't be able to hurt you.”
| “All right. I am ready.”
| The portiere was hanging between
| the two rooms, but Dr. Lampkin held
| it behind him as he leaned against one
| of the folding doors so that Warrenton
 could see Whidby’s bed. The colonel
| could see the face of the hypnotist. His
| great flashing eyes were fixed on the
| sleeper, his brows contracted; all his
| mental force seemed concentrated upon
| one idea.

“Come, get up, get up!™ he said, pres-
ently, in @ tone of command.

Whidby cuught his breath audibly, as
one suddeniy waking from sleep. He
turned over, rose slowly, and put his
feet on the floor. “Come, stand up!” the
hypnotst ordered, firmly. Whidby
obeyed, looking as if he were wide
awake, “Do as you were told to do on
the night of the 10th of Jupe. Do it, I
say! cGon’t hesitate.”

Slowly Whidby walked toward the
window at the head of his bed, but with-

Iz

-

up his hand in front of him with a
pellent gesture, and retreated backward
to the center of the room. “Do it,

more Whidby slowly aproached the win-

again, with the same gesture, he stopped
and retreated to the'center of the room,

ceedings. He fancied he saw an ex-
pression of vexation on the face of the
hypnotist, every muscle of which
seemed drawn, every vein about to
burst. His large eyes seemed to start
from their sockets. For the third time,
though now no word was spoken,
Whidby aproached the window, and
then, with a deep sigh and a strange
child-like whimper, he returned to his
bed and sat down on the side of it.

Ten minutes passed. The hyprotist
stood like a statue. A thrill of sudden

any man be sane with that look on his
face? Some one passed along the street
whistling, and carrying a lantern. Its
light danced about on the walls for an
instant. In the flashes the colonel
saw Whidby had covered his face with
his hands.

“Come, zet up!”+ In the awful silence
the tones sounded like a clap of thunder.
The colonel heard them ringing in
echoes in the hall. Whidby rose, passed
the folding doors, and entered Strong’s
room. The hypnotist released the por-
tiere, letiing it fall across the opening,
and cautiously followed Whidby, who
slowly approached the foot of the bed
and then went round to the right and
bent over the colonel. The young man
was breathing hard and excitediy. He
felt the colohel's body through the eov-
ering, and then, turning it down at the
top, he pressed his fumbling fingers
against Warrenton’s bare throat two or
three times, then drew himself up, and,
turning, went slowly back towards the
portiere. He caught it with his right
hand, drew it aside and passed in.

Dr. Lampkin was close behind him,
followed by Warrenton. They drew
the portiere aside just in time to see
Whidby strike the chair which was be-
tween him and the bed. He grasped
the top of it with his right hand and
leaned so far forward that the others
thought he was going to lose his bal-
ance and fall on his face. However, he
recovered his equilibrium, and paused
to replace the shirt, which kad fallen on
the floor. Then he lay down on the bed,
turned his face from them and closed
his eyes,

The hypnotist bent over him. “Sleep,
sleep!™ he commanded. Then he turned
to the colonel, a look of disappointment
on his face. “Poor chap! T am sorry
for him. Tt looks very much as if he
had been made to commit the deed. 1
understand now what caused him to
have'a slight remembrance of touching
the chair, picking up the shirt, and so
on. When he stumbled and almost fell
that night, the hypnotizer was so fear-
ful of the noise his fall would make that
for an instant he lost control of hissub-
ject; but he regained it in a moment,
and put him to sleep. What was that?
T thought T heard a sound in the other
room.”

“Don’t be frightened; it is I,” sound-
ed from behind a screen in a corner, and
a man in a broad-brimmed slouched hat,
long whiskers and linen ulster rose into
view. He drew off his hat and his false
beard, bowed and smiled. *“Doctor, we
are pot strangers,” he said. “Pardon
my lack of ceremony. T counfess I have
been spying on your movements. Ihad
fo see what was going on, and in my
own way."”

“Minard Hendricks, by Jove!" ejacu-
lated the doctor. *1 should never have
dreamed of your being here at such a
time. This is Col. Warrenton, a friend
of Mr. Whidby. We were experiment-
ing.”

Hendricks bowed to the colonel, and
went on: “I know; vou need not tell
me. I was in the colonel’s room just
now, and overheard your talk. I felt
less like an interloper when I heard you
say you were going to give me the bene-
fit of your investigations, so I followed
you down here, and have seen and heard
all. T am glad to make your acquaint-
ance, Col. Warrenton, but vou must
both pardon my impatience. I am dy-
ing to make a little examination on my
own acecount. Will he—is the young
man sound asleep?”

“Yes; he can hear only what I ad-
dress to him.”

“Go ahead,” Warrenton joined in.
*You may do as you like here.”

“Thanks.” Hendricks Ilighted the

to the window which Whidby had ap-

sill elosely. Then he crossed the floor
fo the corner nearest the door, and, tak-
ing a small dark-lantern from the
pocket of his ulster, he went down on
his hands and kunees, and, throwing the
light here and there about the corner,

where he crouched.

Warrenton and Dr. Lamplkin watched
him curiously, both with long faces.

tured to say:
“If you have discovered anything,sir,
my young friend was not the

commit the erime, I should be

poor fellow mad.”

ulster around him.
“That point, I believe,
Lampkin's province.

lies
| present I can tell you no more.

the murder was a hypnotist, or
Whidby is a capital actor.”

renton, sharply.
The cetective smiled. _
“Only that there are two sides to ¢

nayardof it he suddenly stopped, thre

say!” repeated the hypnotist. Once [lis

dow, with his hand outstretched, but

The colonel witnessed the whole pro- |

fear passed over the colonel. Could

ras with a soundless mateh, and, going

proached so many times, examined the

made a minute examination of the car-
pet, and then of the plastered wallsnear

When he had finished and closed his
lantern with a snap, Warrenton ven-

which would lead you to believe that
instru-
ment of a hypnotist, and not made to
very
grateful. I am really afraid the morbid
fear that such is the case will drive the

Hendricks smiled as he buttoned his

in Dr.
I was trying to
discover traces of the murderer where
1 failed to search the other day. For the
How-~
| ever, I may say that in gpying on you
to-night 1 have discovered enough to
prove to my mind, at least, that either
Mr.

“What do you mean?"” asked Col. War- | RS yoN
4 ceat. Mr. Hendricks.

E

LY. NOVEMBER 23, 1897;

Se. Lither Whidby is guilty or some
one else is; and that is what the publie
Binks. I should be glad to prove him
wi ll?' innocent. If he is guilty, he is
Bning to me now and has gone
grough a superb piece of acting. Eh,
Whidby? But he may be asleep.”

lr.-. “I can testify to that,” said Dr. Lamp-

Kin, uneasily.
in that line.”
.~ “If you do in others,” laughed Hen-
‘dricks. “But I must be going. You
fellows have made me lose a lot of sleep,

fo-night.”
- “What do you mean about my mis-
takes?” asked Dr. Lampkin, coldly.
. “Never mind now; I shall perhaps ex-
mn before long,” answered the de-
tective. “Good-night.” And he opened
the door and was gone.

- For several minutes Dr. Lampkin and
‘the colonel stood looking at each other
in silence. The pause was ended by the
colonel.

“Well, we haven't any bright news for
the poorfellow, have we? Shall we wuke
him and tell bim the result of onr inves-
tigations?”

No: let him sleep till morning. Tt
will brace him up. It is the first good
sleep he has had for several days, T'll
venture to say. No, don’t tell him till I
eall to-morrow. 1 think I can put it be-
fore him so that he won't brood so much
over it. I have a good many patients
who employ me simply to keep them
from worrying. Some of them I have
cared permanently of the disease, for
that's all it is, and a bad one. Good-
night. T'll be round here in the morn-
ing.”

“I don’t make mistakes

e ——

CHAPTER XTI

The nrext morning about ten Miss
Annette Delmar was admitted to the
drawing-room of the Strong residence.
She was thickly veiled. She told Mat-
thews she wanted to see Mr. Whidby
at once. As she took her seat she heard
voices in the library across the hall.
She recognized Whidby's voice and Col.
Warrenton’s, and now and then heard
masculine tones she did not recognize,
She.rose when Whidby came in. but was
startled at the sight of his pale,
troubled face.

“Don’t scold me,"” she said, extending
her hands and speaking tenderly. I
eould not let saother day pass without
seeing you after my weakness yester-
day when you told me about your fool-
ish fears in regard to hypnotism and
your being the—the tool of some one
with that power. I was so horrified,
you seemed so earnest about it, and
it shocked and frightered me so that 1
ecould not comfort you. Dut now that
L have thought it all over I am not
worrying at all. Deax, it is only imag-
ination on your part. You have read of
such things and faney them possible to
yourself. I don't believe a word of it.
You had nothing in the world to do with
it. It is only an absurd idea.”

Whidby put his arm round her and
drew her toa sofa. He did not speak for
a minute, but sat stroking her gloved
hand. Then he said: :

“You ought. not to come here, dear;
it is imprudent; but-it makes me very

o
|

“ Sleep, sleep! " he commanded.

happy, for it is such a strong proof of
your love and confidence. Unfortunate-
ly, however, my morbid fears have just
been confirmed. Dr. Lampkin, the
hypnotic expert, of whom 1 spoke
vesterday, is in the library with Col
Warrenton. There is now no doubt that
I was hypnotized and made to do the
deed.”

“YWhat? Oh, Alfred!” Miss Delmar
paled, and he felt her shudder as she
leaned nearer to him.

“There is no longer any doubt about
it.,” he repeated. “Dr. Lampkin has just
been giving me a good talk against wor-
rying over what can’t be helped, and
really T do feel more hopeful about it.
Resides. all may come out well in the
end.”

“But—but how do you know you did
it? It's perfectly absurd!"™

“They put me to a test last night. I
won't trouble wvou with it. It would
only try your nerves to go into details.
I knew nothing about it. T was hypno-
tized after I fell asleep, and they gos
sufficient proof to convince them. Now,
don’t get excited, darling: you are
trembling all over, just as you did
vesterday.” .

Miss Delmar drew her hands from his
clasp and covered her face.

“Oh, I can't bear it! [ simply cannot
hear to think that yon did it In—in such
a horrid way. Alfred, youdidn't! You
didn’t!™

The door bell ranz. Whidby sat star-
ing into the frank eyes of the girl, un-
able to formulate a reply. Neither spoke
just then. They heard Matthews go lo
the door and open it; then a gentleman
entered the drawing-room.

“I beg your pardon, Mr. Whidby."
he said. “I am Minard Hendricks, the
detective who witnessed the proceed-
ings in your bedroom last night. 1
thought T might find Dr. Lampkin and
Col. Warrenton here.” K.

“They are now in the library,
answered Whidhy. “Matthews wiil
notifiy them that yon are here. Taken

e

! hand to Whidby.

Miss Delmar arose and extended her

“I must be guing,” she st d, in a Jow
voice.

“I beg your pardon,” said Hendrieks.
“You are Miss Delmar, I am sure. |
would not detair you, but I am certain
that I can tell you something you would
like to hear. Now, I see,” Hendr!:ks
went on, smiling reassuringly, “that
you think I am pretty bold to iniro-
duece myself in this abrupt way; but

you must remember that I am a detec- | ™

tive, and that it is my business some-
times to introduce myself
much ceremony.”

Miss Delmar smiled faintly
bowed. *“Of course; that is your right,
sir,” she said.

Then Col. Warrenton and Dr. Lamp-
kin eame in.

“Good morning, gentlemen,” said
Hendricks, “I have been thinking over
our mutual investigations of last night,
and have eome to the conclusion that it
cannot harm my proceedings to ecn-
deavor to remove a false impression
from your minds in regard to Mr.
Whidby's actions when hypnotized by
the eriminal. T could have told you the

truth last night, but was not quite

ready to do so.”

“You don't think he was made to do
the deed?” asked Dr. Lampkin.

“He didn’t,”” broke in Miss Delmar.
excitedly. *“I don’t see how anyvone
could think so for a moment.”

Hendricks smiled.
I like to hear it expressed,” he said to

the young lady. “If you had been pres- |

ent last night, Miss Delmar, you would
not have let them think so.”

“How are you going to prove it?"
asked Col. Warrenton, hopefully.“Don’t
make any mistake this time. Much de-
pends on it. Whidby has been frettins
his heart out over the horrible idea.”

“*May we go into Mr. Whidby’s room
now ?" asked Hendricks. *Miss Del-
mar may come also. I ean expliain things
better to ladies than to men.”

Warrenton opened the door. *“Cer-
tainly: the room has been put to rights.
Come on.”

“Now,” began the detective, when
they had entered Whidby's room. “we
vzon't indulge in so much realism as to
have the colonel representing the dead
man, nor Mr. Whidby playing the roie
of a peaceful sleeper, out of respeet for
Miss Delmar’s nerves: for, while she
would really make a better detective
than any one of you, she is only a
woman, after all, and we won't make
the picture any more gruesome than is
necessary. For our purpose we will
simply imagine that the other room
contains a sleeper, and that Mr, Whid-
by is reclining on this bed. Now, Dr.
Lampkin, when Mr. Whidby was hvp-

notized last night and you made hiin |

et up, did you notice whether his right
hand was closed or open?”

“I did not,” replied the doctor, with a
sudden start and then a questioning
stare into Hendricks’ face.

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

HiS MOTHER'S WATCH.

A Poor Aunthor’s Struggle with His
. Sense of Duty.

Mme. Octave Feuillet tells a pretty
story of her famous husband’s youth
in “Some Years of My Life.” During
the first few years of his literary la-
bors, the author of the “Romance of &

“That's the way |

I

|
1

HUMOROUS.

—*Tommy,” said the teacher, “what
& meant by nutritious food>” “.Sc:’me-
thing that ain’t got no taste to it,” re-
plied T ommy.—Tit-Bits.

—PBrown—*It makes me tired to hear
people call it the Klondike fev.er.':
Yeast—“What would you call it?
“The Klondike chill.”—Yonkers States-
an.

—Brief But to the Point.—Short (who

without | is but five feet tall)—"Do you believe

that brevity is the soul of wit?” Miss

and . Smart—*Not in your case.”"—Chicago
News.

—A Difference.—0'Hoggarty—"Did
Hogan succade in convincin’ yez thot
ve wor wrong?" McLubberty—*“No,
begorra! But he bate me till he made
me admit ut!”—Puck.

—Very Like.—Oldun—“Ah, there’s
nothing like the good old circus jokes.”
Plattby—"Why, there are t he new jokes
that are being worked off to-day.”"—
Philadelphia North American.

-—Crimsonbeak—*"Here’s one strange
thing I've noticed.” Yeast—“And
what’s that?” “Why, a boy is chris-
tened with water and afterwards takes
to wine, while a ship is christened with

' wine and afterwards takes to water.”

—Yonkers Statesman.

—Heading Him Off. — Standoff —
“There is only one way of preventing a
returned arcticexplorer from goingback
to the frozen north.” Sawdor{ff—*What
way is that?” Standoffl—*Don't send
a relief expedition when he goes the
first time.”—Harlem Life.

—Mamma—"Why did you strike lit-

| tle Elsie, you naughty boy, you?"” Dick
! —»Well, what did she want to cheat for.

then?” Mamma—*How did she cheat?”

{ Dick—*“Why, we were playing at Adam

| since

and Eve, and she had the apple to
tempt me with—and she pever tempted
me—but went andate it all up herself!™
—Tit-Bits.

FLIES IMPRISONED

IN AMBER.

Thoesh Thousands of Years O0ld, the
Insects Are Well Preserved.

A valuable collection of amber is be-
ing exhibited in London which is at-
tracting much atiention from both nat-
uralists and the public. Most people
know that amber, away in the dimages,
was gum of the most transparent and
liquid kind which oozed from the pines
arowing in countries near to what is
the Daltic sea of our day. The trees
decayed and mingled with the soil, but
the resin was stored up by nature and
when, as the centuries rolled on, the
earth began gradually to sink and the
sea washed over what was once dry
land the wood soil was upheaved and
the hard gum carried off by the waves,
to be dropped to the bottom of the
ocean. There the action of the water
in the course of further ages slowly
converted the lumps of resin into the
fossil, which the ocen currents have
disturbed and often cast back
on the coasts. It was in oozing from
the pine trees that the liquid resin
caught up in its course insects and
other things which have been wonder-
fully preserved. Ants and spiders,
lichens and leaves, flowers and fruit

Poor Young Man" was himself poor and |

struggling.

IHis father, who had desired for him
a diplomatic carcer, was bitterly op-
posed to Octave’s adoption of literature
as a profession. He even went so fur
as to refuse to receive his son, and to
withdraw from him his modest allow-
ance; but the voung man's aspirations
remained unchanged. Ile set himself
diligently to work at the labor of his

choice, full of confidence in the future. |

During this saddened and restrieted
period of his life the only recreation
he allowed himself, strange as it may
seem, was dancing. DPassionately fond
of this amusement, he devoted all of
his leisure evenings to it, where he
would dance until he was ready to drop
from exhavstion. The masked balls

1 !l:l\"

of species and kinds unknown tao

' recorded history are to be examined

with as much facility as if they stood
on an object glass, and of such a delie
cate consistency was evidently this
trickling gum that the winged insects

been imprisoned without tha

| elichtest damage to their fragile forms.

The {inest specimen in the London
collections contains a fly, very much

' like the species which to-day is com-

mon the world over. It seems to ba
poised in midair, the wings out-
stretched in the most natural fashion,
with the light playing on their gauzy
texture and showing them in ever-
changing bues. The legs are long and

| the fine hairs covering them are plain-

ly discernible; even the eyes are pre«
served. There are some ten insects in

| another piece of amber about an inch

ot the opera had for the hard-working |

yvoung writer an especial fascimation.
One evening he so ardently desired
to attend one of these balls, that he
pawned his wateh to obtain enough
moneyv to hire a costume for the oe-
casion. Now this watch had been his
mother’'s, and no sooner had he en-
terad his attic room than he began to
reflect upon what he had done. Re-
morse followed exhilaration. Ile re-

solved to return the next morning to !

the pawnshop, give baeck the money and
reclaim his wateh.

*1 passed the night,” he said, after-
wards, “gazing upon the ten francs |
had received, my heart beating painful-
Iy. my eyes filled with tears, and ask-
irg myself if 1 would really be strong
enough to absent myself from the ball.”

The following day he proved the
strength of his resolution by returning
to the pawnbroker and redeeming his
watch. As in this instance he was,
throunghout his whole life, actuated by
a sense of duty. and constrained by the
most delicate sentiments.—Youth's
Companion.

Cylindrienl Cotton Bales.

At first transportation companies and
manufacturers were doubtful of the ad-
visability of introducing the new cot-
ton presses which turn out cylindrical
bales. They believed they could not
be packed readily, and that it would be
difficult to remove samples. The latter
objeetion was soon shown to be ground-
less, and it was demonstrated that the
new presses pack the cotton so com-
pactly that it requires less space than
by the old system of square bales. This
same compactness was proved, by ac-
tual experiment, to be a great protec-
tion in case of fire. Inky water was
also thrown over it. and would not pene-
trate. There is a growing belief in
the south that the round bale is coming
into general use.

—One-quarter of the people of New
York have never been outside that city
and most of them think that the region
west of the Mississippi river is virtually
a wilderness or inhabi:ed by semi-bar-

bartans.

| tains five flies,

! whelmed him instead.

eqquare, including a couple of spiders

| and an inséets looking very much like

8 mosquito. Another specimen con-
and, while it is evident,

from the peaceful attitude of four of

! them, that the overwhelining process
i was immediately effectual, one appears

to have given a last kick and that death
strugele of an honest insect many thou-
sands of years ago is plainly recorded
to-day in the disturbed appearance of
the fossiled cum. Another small block
holds a spider of quite ferocious aspect
and his eager attitude would almost
suggest that he was already on the
track of a vietim when death over-
Imprisoned in
vet another piece is a spider which ap-
pears to have died in the act of carry-
ing to a safe place its white sack of
egas. Feathers of birds, the wood ot
extinet trees, the hairs of mammalia.
lizards and scorpions are also found
in amber. and so fine and thin must
have been the gum in its original state
that in flowing it took casts of most
beautiful and microscopie forms and of
olants and leaves of trees long since
passed away. |

In cutting the amber containing in-
sects the great object is to clear away
the stone =0 as to leave the imprisoned
specimens as near the surface as possi-
ble. Much ecare and skill is required in
the task, for if the cut is made too deep
and the a’r reaches the insects it im-
mediately disappears in minute par-
ticles of dust-—Pittsburgh Dispateh.

Enterprizsing and Original.

Mrs. Watts—That Simonsbee woman
is a perfeet fiend!

Mr. Watts—I always thought her so
rentle and refined.

“Oh, she is among yon men, but what
do you think of a woman who will wear
Ler little boy's baseball shoes to a bar-
grain rush and spike every woman who

gets in her way?"—Indianapolis Jounr-
nal.

Not a Walking Cyclopedin.

Milton--Where did Walker get his
education?

Tiiton—I don’t know esactly. bat 1
should say at some place where they
were selling ¢ lot of misfit edueationg
cheap.--Somerville Journal.
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